ISABELLE'S MARRIAGE

bright gravel, lined with bayonets and gleaming, serried sword-blades,
straight as a well-kept hedge. Each soldier, a leaf within the hedge,
was moved by that particular emotion which has nothing to do with
^sentiment: military pride. For, to remain still, keeping one's balance on
a fidgety horse, with a four-and-a-half-pound sword before one's face
and four reins between the fingers of one's left hand, one's eyes steadily
fixed on an upper window, was difficult enough in itself. It was an un-
natural contortion like certain Buddhist attitudes which lead to com-
plete detachment. It banished all thought, created within each man a
void, a sense of vacuum.

This void was nevertheless receptive to the most important and
majestic of military myths. One more urgent even than patriotism,
more transcendent even than the flag: the myth of the Commanding
General.

Owing to a tactful arrangement on the part of the Hussars, the
infantry had the sun full in their eyes.

The General came through the gate and advanced into the great
square of white gravel ; or rather the Generals did, for there were two
of them. But the second one did not count: he looked like a samoyed
dog walking beside his master.

The true General, the one who was the incarnation of the myth,
was tallj thin, and elegant beneath his abundantly brassed hat. He
advanced, throwing his stiff leg before him with a superb, supple move-
ment that added to his dignity. His walking-stick seemed only an

He came to a halt; slowly his eyes ran down the ranks of bright
blades, aligned elbows, upright heads, and the fine crests of horses;
slowly and sorrowfully.

It was he who had ordered the parade, but the reason for it was
bitter to him and the sight painful. From afar he appeared impassive,
standing there with the insignia of the Legion of Honour about his
neck; and yet his jaw was working and the knuckles of his hand were
white about his stick.

"Stand at ease/5 he said.

He could feel through his tunic-pocket the three typed pages whose
contents he knew by heart. From time to time he felt them with his
fingers through the cloth, creasing them. "By decree of the Minister of
State for War, Brigadier-General Fauvel de La Monnerie, Robert, is
promoted to the rank of Major-General to date from the 29 July
^92 1 ... By decree of the Minister of State for War, to date from the
29 July 1921, Major-General Fauvel de La Monnerie, Robert, is placed
on the retired list of the Army etc. . . . By decree of the Minister of
State for War the undermentioned is to replace Major-General Fauvel
de La Monnerie etc. . . ." Three phrases that fitted together, interlock-
ing, like the three last pieces of a jigsaw puzzle begun forty-five years
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